Forty-six

| i’; :u;; t}z;e Jarst cm:d the last time that I walked at the head of
o Gnn ; 5};@;&5&;@% The rope was ready around my neck. I
padonas e shift the women had made especially. Mam’s
gle sparkied on my wrist. Hidden in my hand :
s o iy hand was Rur’s
v f;&; Z:'aikei behind me, with my family. I could hear
Mam ans. I could hear the Jootsteps of the townspeople.
?;f quinoag forest I could hear every last leaf, trembling
ot ;d;&zz szgium, padum, wezrzt my heart. It would surezy
pod wm; Ime before thgy did. Padum, padum, it said.
eating sl m. do.pump. This cannot be. I've a lifetime of
- j;c z;fe ::Zamg to the place where the view opens up to the
heac o/ 4 ough, they let me stop. My home streiched before
gmb:n ,Z e da‘w‘n shadow. The hills cascaded downwards
racing -z:}wtwf @cmi. A skylark rose up, brown and 5mal£,
It climbed its invisible staircase, crooning. .
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| neCkT}zedpfrfson hoiding the rope gave the line between my
and his hand a flick. I walked up the final streich of

hill. We came to the ordained place. A gallows, hardly higher
than myself, had been eracted. A block of wood was placed
beneath in readiness.

Do you want a blindfold?’ the executioner asked.

‘No,” I replied.

The prayer was said, the old prayer. Forgive us for what
we have done, and for what we have failed to do. Brennor’s
voice was loudest. I stepped up onto the block and turned
towards them. '

The faces were cruel, solemn, pitying triumphant, sad,
anguished. Brennors face and Rur’s face were side by side.
One was ashen, the other broken. I foresaw the coming years
of violence, the old grudges leapfrogging over generations, Te-
appearing in different forms.

I smiled down a last time and tuwrned away to the east.
Rug, I prayed in my head. Have a care. I felt his breath on
my neck. [ smelled his smell. The merest rim of the sun
nudged up over the mountain. .

The metal slid home, fast and free. I took my last breath
and let it go, jumping into the ‘next day. Silver light fuzed
and shot apart. Love fell in particles, like snow.

Fergus screamed in the darkness, then woke up. He'd
a pain in his shoulder blade.

‘Mel?’ he gasped. The curtains billowed, as if
possessed. He doubled up, groaning.

*Owain,’ he whispered.

The news he’d seen before coming to bed had
revealed the names of the killed, with one Private
Owain Jenkins amongst them. He saw the Land Rover .
coming up the hill, then down, the awful sound of the




